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This morning I'awoke to hear Khalaf Effendi rebuking
someone in the room next door, and then a storm of
bitter tears. I think it was Sudan; he looked very crest-
fallen when he brought me tea and biscuits.

"I am going to be handcuffed and thrown into
prison/' he said dramatically. Later, I told Khalaf
that the decision to travel to Rumm had been mine, and
Sudan was reprieved.

The fort servant, a shabby civilian, brought me hot
water in which I shaved and washed all over to get rid
of my lice. I learned to my surprise that he was a
prisoner.

" I got a year's imprisonment/' he told me. "I was
a morphine smuggler from Syria to Egypt. Once I got
four hundred pounds for two Kilo. It was good money.
So I tried it on again and got caught."

He has no feeling of guilt because it was wrong, but
he is slightly regretful he was stupid enough to get
caught. Two things worry him. He is a shenageet from
Horns, and sometimes cannot understand what the
bedouin say or do. And he is not allowed his wife; he
misses her terribly.

There are nine tents dotted in the desert behind the
fort for the gindis' wives. Old Corporal Mutawer, with
a black goatee beard and wizened, sallow skin, has two
wives, one old woman and one girl he bought recently,
who is very young. I wondered how they lived together.
Did they quarrel or were they friends in bondage ?

According to Alois Musil, who spent many years with
the bedouin, they probably managed the situation with